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About  the  Journal 


Prairie  Light  Review  is  the  College  of  DuPage  art  and  liter- 
ature journal.  We  are  a student-run,  biannual  publication. 
All  material  is  the  work  of  students  and  residents  of  District 
502  and  has  been  selected  blindly  to  ensure  objectivity.  This 
magazine  seeks  to  celebrate  and  showcase  the  creative  tal- 
ents of  our  diverse  community,  and  inspire  those  who  read 
it.  We  are  proud  to  present  to  you  the  Fall  2015  edition  of 
the  Prairie  Light  Review! 


About  the  Team 

Copy  Editors 

Alyssa  Albert  is  an  English  major  aiming  to  become  a profes- 
sional editor.  This  is  the  second  time  she  has  worked  for  a 
literary  journal;  she  is  thrilled  to  work  with  PLR  this  semes- 
ter. 

Ashley  Curtice  is  an  English  major  who  enjoys  writing  and 
photography.  She  is  honored  to  be  published  in  this  semes- 
ter's edition  of  PLR  and  hopes  to  continue  publishing  her 
work. 

Thania  Hernandez  is  an  English  major  whose  work  has 
previously  appeared  in  fall  edition  of  PLR.  In  the  future  she 
hopes  to  work  in  either  technical  writing  or  editing,  and 
hopes  to  publish  a book  some  day. 

Madeline  Jefferies  is  a first-time  editor  for  PLR.  She  is  major- 
ing in  English  with  an  emphasis  on  writing  and  hopes  to 
become  a published  novelist  one  day. 

Nithya  Karpagavinayagam  returned  to  PLR  for  the  second 
time  this  semester.  She  is  majoring  in  psychology  and  will 
pursue  a medical  degree.  Nithya  has  a passion  for  the  arts. 
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About  the  Team  Continued 


Marketing  Editor 

Angela  Ferdinardo  has  had  the  privilege  of  working  with  the 
Prairie  Light  Review  for  the  past  two  semesters.  She  is  cur- 
rently pursuing  education  in  the  fields  of  Creative  Writing, 
Psychology,  and  Early  Education. 

f 

Production  Editor 

Will  Cocomise  is  the  ruggedly  handsome  head  of  design  for 
this  edition  of  the  Prairie  Light  Review.  Writer/ Astronaut. 

Editor-In-Chief 

Earnest  Bickerstaff  returned  to  PLR  for  the  second  time.  He 
is  focusing  his  studies  on  English  and  aspires  to  continue 
publishing  his  work. 


How  To  Join 

To  join  the  PLR  editorial  team,  enroll  in  English  2210.  Eind 
more  information  about  the  course  at  www.cod.edu/ plr. 
Questions: 

Trina  R.  Sotirakopulos,  Advisor 

sotirakopulost@cod.edu 

630.942.2177 


How  to  submit 

The  Prairie  Light  Review  accepts  submissions  year-round. 
Please  visit  www.cod.ed/ plr  for  more  information. 
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Editorial  Policy 

All  entries  must  be  the  original  work  of  the  artist. 

Only  works  emailed  and  in  a digital  format  will  be  consid- 
ered. 

Written  Submission  Guidelines 

Enter  written  subject  matter  that  is  appropriate  for  an  audi- 
ence of  the  District  502  community. 

Title  all  entries. 

Enter  up  to  four  creative  works  per  entrant  per  issue  of 
original  fiction,  nonfiction,  essays,  and  drama  of  1,600 
words  or  less;  poetry  of  62  lines  or  less;  graphic  essays  of  12 
panels  or  less. 

Compose  copy  in  Times  New  Roman  11  point  only,  without 
special  effects. 

Any  use  of  profanity  in  submissions  will  not  be  considered 
for  publication. 

Visual  Submission  Guidelines 

Enter  visual  subject  matter  that  is  appropriate  for  an  audi- 
ence of  the  District  502  community. 

Enter  up  to  four  creative  works  per  entrant  per  issue  of 
drawings,  cartoons,  graphics,  charcoal  drawings,  etchings, 
paintings,  murals,  collages,  sculptures,  ceramics,  fashion, 
jewelry,  and  all  new  media. 

Title  all  entries. 

Remove  your  name  and  any  other  identifying  information 
from  all  entries. 

Photograph  all  physical  art  as  you  want  it  to  appear  in  the 
magazine. 

Prairie  Light  Review  reserves  the  right  to  digitally  crop, 
enlarge,  or  reduce  photographs  to  accommodate  the  maga- 
zine's page  size  limitations. 

Entrants  maintain  the  rights  to  their  work  and  may 
subsequently  offer  their  work  to  any  publication. 
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Letter  From  the  Editor 


Typically  in  this  sort  of  letter,  I,  your  editor,  would  provide  some  in- 
formation about  myself.  I would  tell  how  over  the  several  years  I have 
spent  at  the  College  of  DuPage,  I have  met  great  instructors  and  life- 
time friends,  worked  on  the  Prairie  Light  Review  staff  for  a year  now, 
and  enjoyed  myself  and  the  company  of  our  staff  immensely.  Or,  per- 
haps, I would  tell  you  about  my  journey  as  an  aspiring  writer — having 
received  both  rejection  and  triumph  within  the  same  year,  and  being 
recognized  as  the  type  of  writer  I knew  I was  capable  of  becoming  all 
along.  Or  maybe  I would  throw  out  a famous  quote  by  someone  very 
quotable,  like: 

''A  purpose  of  human  life,  no  matter  who  is  controlling  it,  is  to  love 
whoever  is  around  to  be  loved." 

But  I will  not  do  any  of  that.  And  what,  frankly,  can  be  said  in  an  Edi- 
tor's letter  to  the  public  that  hasn't  been  said  already?  How  about  the 
truth?  It  was  almost  certain,  months  back,  that  the  possibility  of  you 
holding  this  magazine  would  be  scarce.  That  the  words  and  images 
seen  across  these  pages,  by  the  people  in  or  around  your  communi- 
ty, would  be  concealed — that  the  time  and  effort  of  those  would  go 
wasted.  You  would  have  not  deserved  that.  The  editorial  team,  this 
semester,  was  very  thorough  with  the  undertaking  of  the  submissions 
we  received,  so  much  so  that  nearly  every  piece  submitted  was  looked 
over  several  times.  I encourage  you  to  consider  the  consideration  of 
the  Prairie  Light  Review,  as  you  take  in  these  visuals  and  words,  and 
hopefully  you  will  be  moved  by  what  you  read  and  see,  as  we  were 
this  semester. 

I will  not  take  this  time  to  thank  my  editors,  my  advisor,  or  anyone 
who  has  had  some  part,  big  or  small,  into  the  helping  of  this  maga- 
zine. Their  praise  I need  not  mention,  for  this  gratitude  is  known,  by 
them,  on  my  part.  Rather  so,  I will  take  this  time  to  thank  you.  Yes, 
you — the  avid  reader  of  our  magazine,  or  you  who  picked  up  our 
magazine  for  the  first  time.  It  is  your  contributions,  input,  creativity, 
and  curiosity  within  the  Prairie  Light  Review  that  makes  people  like 
me  and  my  team  excited  to  roll  up  our  sleeves,  and  provide  you  with 

great  work.  Enjoy. 


Earnest  Bickerstaff 
Editor-in-Chief 
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For  Aylan 


I awake  from  dreams  of  the  body  of  a three-year-old 
washed  up  on  a beach  in  Turkey.  Little  Aylan, 
you  haunted  my  sleep.  It  was  wishful  thinking 
when  I saw  your  eyes  blink  open,  your  hand  push  back 
the  blanket  someone  draped  over  your  prone  body, 
your  little  tennis  shoes  move  ever  so  slightly. 

No,  said  a man  as  he  picked  you  up,  cradled  you 
tenderly  against  his  chest.  It  was  a trick  of  your  eyes. 

He  did  not  move.  Aylan,  you  were  dead,  drowned 

in  the  unfeeling  ocean,  drowned  by  waves  of  global  neglect. 

I awake  as  disturbed  as  the  waters  of  the  Middle  East. 

I want  to  call  for  a moment  of  silence  in  your  memory, 
a cosmic  lament  against  forces  of  hate  and  fortressed  borders 
keeping  out  the  war  weary,  the  disposed,  making  you  disposable. 

It  is  too  late  to  lay  a blessing  between  you  and  the  sand, 

but  not  too  late  to  ask  how  many  more?  To  ask  when  will  we  care? 

When  will  we  decide  if  we  really  believe  the  Golden  Rule? 
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Clock  Maker 


MICHAEL  LEE  JOHNSON 


Solo,  I am  clock  maker 

born  September  22nd. 

a Virgo/Libra  mix  insane, 

look  at  my  moving  parts,  apart  yet  together, 

holes  in  air,  artistic  perfection, 

mechanical  misfits  everywhere, 

life  is  a brass  lever,  a word-smith,  an  artist  at  his  craft. 

Clock  maker,  poet  tease,  and  squeeze  tweezers. 

I am  a life  looking  through  microscope, 
screen-shots,  snapshot  tools, 
mainsprings,  swing  pendulum,  endless  hours, 
then  again,  ears  open  tick  then  a tock. 

Over  humor  and  the  last  brass  band, 
when  I hear  a hair  move  its  breath, 

I know  I am  the  clock  waiter, 
the  clock  maker  listens  - 
a tick,  then  a tock. 
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love  & kisses,  spider 

Hello,  my  dear. 

If  you  look  on  your  thigh, 
way  up  high, 
you  can  see  the  mark 
where  I left  my  love 
while  you  were  asleep. 

After  that, 

I crept  to  your  mouth 
and  gave  you  a kiss  - 
you  were  dead  to  the  world! 

Let’s  be  honest. 

I’m  not  the  worst  thing 
to  crawl  close  to  you. 

Who  you  let  near 
is  far  more  awful 
than  little  gray  me. 

I’ve  been  watching, 
don’t  try  to  pretend. 

When  you  feel  low, 
so  all  alone, 

you  want  to  feel  pretty, 
you  want  to  feel  wanted, 
so  out  you  go, 
but  who  you  bring  back 
makes  me  plain  shudder. 

Listen  to  me,  my  girl! 

Don’t  get  trapped 
in  that  web, 
don’t  spin  the  truth 
into  one  tasty  lie 
after  another 
that  you 
swallow, 
again  and 
again. 
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BREANNA  WISKARI 


The  Yearly  Family  Funeral 


My  siblings  and  I all  loaded  up  in  our  minivan  in  our  best  clothes  to 
go  to  Nowhere  Important,  Illinois  to  head  to  a wake.  This  time,  it  was  an  uncle. 
Or  maybe  it  was  a distant  cousin.  Our  family's  so  massive,  and  so  many  family 
members  have  passed,  that  remembering  who  died  when  and  what  funeral  we 
were  going  to  is  impossible.  If  I am  counting  correctly,  my  family  and  I have 
attended  sixteen  funerals  since  my  birth.  That's  dangerously  close  to  a funeral  a 
year,  but  attending  so  many  funerals  has  made  me  an  expert. 

Nobody  important  to  any  of  us  has  died  yet.  The  extended  family  has 
always  been  mostly  people  over  seventy,  so  family  gatherings  consist  of  my 
family,  a few  way  older  cousins  who  think  they're  too  good  to  socialize  with  us 
common,  younger  folk,  and  a billion  old  people.  There's  always  the  soft  clicking 
of  the  walker  somewhere  within  earshot,  and  someone  on  the  other  side  of  the 
room  is  always  talking  about  their  previous  trip  to  the  doctor  in  a voice  so  loud 
you  can't  tell  if  it's  a private  conversation  or  an  announcement  to  the  room.  It's 
always  just  a sea  of  wrinkles  and  judgmental  Christianity. 

It  always  starts  the  same  way.  We  go  to  the  wake,  which  is  hours  of  stand- 
ing in  an  empty  room,  waiting  for  someone  to  show  up  and  exploring  the  funeral 
home  because,  really,  what  else  is  there  to  do?  For  most  of  the  hours  and  hours 
of  standing  around,  I would  scan  the  poster  boards  of  photographs  that  sur- 
round the  room  to  remember  the  one  that  was  lost  on  a thick,  dollar  store  quality 
paper-plastic  hybrid.  They  are  never  all  recent  photos,  and  every  poster  board  for 
every  different  person  follows  the  same  theme.  It's  them  on  the  beach,  and  then 
by  a new  car,  and  then  a family  Christmas  photo,  and  then,  finally  but  most  im- 
portantly a photo  of  them  holding  an  unidentifiable  baby.  And  then  another.  And 
one  more  but  outside  the  church  after  a baptism.  It  was  almost  as  if  they  recycled 
the  same  clip  art  photos  and  traded  out  the  faces. 

My  brother  will  at  some  point  ask  me  if  I want  to  see  the  dead  body,  and 
of  course  I want  to!  A lifeless  shell  of  a human  is  always  thrilling  to  see  in  a way, 
whether  you  are  five  with  a morbid  curiosity  or  eighteen  and  know  that  if  you 
don't  at  least  peek,  you'll  regret  it  for  at  least  a week,  or  maybe  just  a few  hours. 

It  never  looks  like  a real  person,  but  there  is  this  eerie  sense  of  reality  looking  at 
it,  like  walking  around  a Halloween  store,  expecting  the  lifeless,  motionless  crea- 
ture to  be  set  off  by  a motion  sensor,  lunging,  screaming,  or  cackling  wildly.  In 
all  my  funeral  experiences,  there  has  never  been  a screaming  corpse  thrown  from 
the  casket,  but  the  sense  of  the  possibility  doesn't  seem  to  go  away.  And  during 
the  drab  of  a wake  for  someone  I never  met,  this  doesn't  seem  like  the  worst 
option.  What  excitement! 

When  things  begin  to  wrap  up,  when  women  in  their  mid-fifties  have 
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flapped  their  jaws  just  long  enough  to  call  it  a day,  and  their  husbands  saunter 
back  to  their  spouses  like  an  invisible  chain  is  pulling  them  in  close  to  their  pearl 
necklaces.  There  is  more  likely  than  not  going  to  be  food.  Usually  pizza  or  sand- 
wiches. Tm  all  over  that.  Free  food?  Nothing  could  stop  me  from  getting  to  the 
back  room  and  stealing  a bite.  Even  if  my  Halloween  horrors  came  true  and  an 
old  man  was  chasing  me  straight  from  the  coffin,  Ed  grab  a plate  and  fill  it  up  on 
the  way  out.  That's  probably  just  me,  though.  It's  the  reward  for  standing  around 
for  hours  pretending  to  care  for  the  person  who's  gone.  Sometimes  I feel  like  the  j 
whole  room  is  thinking  the  same  way,  and  everyone  is  just  thankful  they  get  to 
stuff  their  faces  with  cheap  food  rather  than  let  words  of  remorse  pour  from  their 
lips  into  half-listening  ears.  | 

The  funeral  always  takes  place  the  next  morning.  I think  there  was  one  j 
time  it  was  the  same  day,  and  the  wake  had  been  in  the  morning.  Why  would  | 
they  mess  up  the  system  like  that?  Dead  dude,  listen.  We  have  a system.  Let  us  i 
have  a break  from  all  the  excitement,  and  meet  again  the  next  day. 

People  disperse  through  the  pews  of  the  church  the  next  morning  if  ev- 
erything goes  according  to  plan.  We  wear  the  pizza  sauce  stained  clothing  from  i 
the  evening  before,  knowing  we  only  had  one  fancy  outfit  each  with  no  time  to 
wash  up  in  between.  No  matter  who  died  and  no  matter  where  in  the  world  they 
lived,  the  funeral  always  ends  up  at  the  same  old  church.  It  may  be  the  same 
preacher  every  time,  or  I may  have  this  washed-out  sense  of  what  a preacher 
looks  like  and  associated  it  with  an  array  of  different  old  men.  With  no  clock  in 
the  sanctuary  (whose  idea  was  that,  really?  I still  need  to  know  the  time.  Being 
in  a church  doesn't  make  me  some  omniscient  being  who  just  feels  the  time),  we 
would  rely  heavily  on  the  fancy  wristwatch  my  dad  only  wears  to  weddings,  fu- 
nerals, and  class  reunions.  There  was  an  endless  tugging  at  his  arm,  and  children 
climbing  over  each  other  to  see  that  only  thirty  seconds  have  passed  since  they 
last  checked. 

There  could  have  been  a great  funeral  experience  in  our  archive,  but  we 
bailed.  We  didn't  know  him  well  enough,  and  we  decided  it  would  be  okay  to 
check  out  of  the  funeral  portion  of  the  event.  Huge  mistake.  He  was  a distant 
cousin  who  died  in  his  thirties,  named  Jason,  and  he  was  always  someone  to 
avoid  at  family  reunions.  We  should  have  known  it  would  be  a wild  and  worth- 
while funeral,  considering  the  funeral  card  from  the  wake  consisted  of  a Monty 
Python  quote,  telling  him  that  he  was  a freeloading  bastard  and  to  burn  in  hell. 

We  keep  it  pinned  up  on  the  bulletin  board  for  all  times.  It's  a display  of  the  lu- 
nacy we  endure.  We  heard  later  on  from  very  distraught  elderly  relatives  that  the 
funeral  was  a disaster  or,  as  I would  put  it,  hilarious.  His  sister  spent  her  eulogy 
quoting  Lord  of  the  Rings  and  banging  on  a gong  at  odd  intervals.  I don't  know 
if  I would  have  been  able  to  be  there.  I would  be  on  the  floor  in  tears,  laughing  at 
the  sight.  I would  have  gotten  sent  to  the  curb  for  sure.  Would  Jason  have  been 
proud  of  this  display,  or  would  he  have  buried  his  head  in  his  hands  and  wished 
for  it  to  end?  I wish  I could  know. 
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This  laid-back  approach  towards  funerals  has  given  me  a false  sense  of 
security.  I've  been  conditioned  to  believe  that  funerals  are  just  boring  and  stupid, 
and  death  is  just  something  you  put  on  the  calendar.  I roll  my  eyes  when  I hear 
a family  member  had  passed  away,  knowing  what's  to  come.  It's  not  so  bad. 
People  always  freak  out  over  death,  like  it  doesn't  happen  every  day  around  the 
world.  But  I know  better.  It's  not  as  scary  when  you  come  face-to-face  with  it  so 
often. 


AMANDA  BROWN 


LIVIN’  THE  DREAM 

Ink  Drawing 
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JASON  SNART 


The  Proper  Mousing  Cat  is  Buried  With  Soldiers 

And  the  Philistines  seized  him  and  gouged  out  his  eyes,  and  brought  him  down  to  Gaza,  and  bound  him  with 
bronze  fetters;  and  he  ground  at  the  mill  in  the  prison. 

- Judges  16;21 

The  doctor  has  warned  against  prose,  poetry 
could  be  fatal  - too  like  swallowing 
one’s  own  tongue.  Puffy,  strangled, 
as  rigor  mortis  sets  in; 
a Tantalus  pose,  with  book  of  verse 

in  hand.  So  he  has  retired  to  the  sun: 
a lawn  chair,  orange  and  green,  frayed  warp 
and  weft  nestling  into  the  dirt.  The  garden 
once  grew  with  lettuce,  parsley  and  carrots 

for  vision.  Now  grass  has  grown  up 

around  the  rusting  red  lawn 

mower  so  little  depends 

upon.  The  children  have  grown  too,  gone 

away,  a murder  of  crows 

in  the  Basho  tree,  ripe  with  brown  fruit. 

From  the  open  patio  door,  saxophone  Lester 
Leaps  In,  the  sound  of  spit  air 
over  reed,  disc  player  on  infinite 
repeat.  The  open  glass  door  frames 
where  she  used  to  be,  preparing 
Shirley  Horn’s  Beef  and  Beer,  her 

too  stiff  pavane  around  the  kitchen  Just  before 
the  beginning  of  sunset.  In  early  summertime 
she  sang  "Una  voce  poco  fa,’’  or  at  least  humming 
the  tune.  Lester  Young,  sax  man,  reduced 
to  vamping  off  stage. 

The  tarot  cards  were  always  stored 

above  the  heart.  To  be  laid 

late  on  Saturday  night.  After  making 

love,  perhaps.  The  smell  of  Sulphur 

from  struck  matches,  and  sweat, 

and  the  salt  feel  of  love  knots  woven 

into  the  Persian  rug  against  her 

lower  back  and  shoulder  blades.  A coded  message: 
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come  and  kiss  me.  once,  quickly.  The  proper  mousing  cat 
would  purr  and  purr  and  purr,  buried 
now  out  back  with  the  plastic 
plank-footed  soldiers.  The  youngest  child 
dug  a tiger  trap,  excavated  lost  languages, 
spoke  in  new  tongues.  Funeral  black,  please, 
for  the  soldiers  and  cat.  he  said. 

Here  is  the  view  to  the  west 
from  the  garden  chair  now: 
the  neighbour  with  an  oddly  curved 
spine  from  the  decade  spent 
with  children  perched  on  her  hips,  though  also 
climbing  mountains  at  odd  angles, 
commas  for  eyebrows.  Bent,  now 

over  her  full 

heads  of  lettuce  and  climbing 
sweet  peas  and  he’s  imagining  her  well-kept 

lawn.  He  knows  her  for  her  walk,  and  brown- 
spotted  skin  under 

sunglasses,  straw  hat.  shorts  the  colour 
of  tuberose  plants  that  nestle  against 
the  house.  In  the  lawn  chair,  he  contemplates 

The  Proposed  Demolition  of  Nineteen  Churches 
in  London.  His  three  languages  shored-up 
in  coves  for  later  recovery.  Yes.  this  beard 
must  surely  start  to  grow  again 
what  with  all  the  sun.  Lester  leaps  in 


MICHAEL  LEE  JOHNSON 


Tequila 


Single  life  is-tequila  with  lime, 
shots  of  travelers,  jacks,  diamonds,  and  then  spades, 
holding  back  aces- 
mocking Jokers 

paraplegic  aged  tumblers  of  the  night  trip. 

Poltergeist  define  as  another  frame, 
a dancer  in  the  corner  shadows. 

Single  lady  don’t  eat  the  worm. 

beneath  the  belt,  bashful,  very  loud,  yet  unspoken. 

Your  man  lacks  verb,  a traitor  to  your  skin. 
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TRICIA  WHITWORTH 


The  Never  Ending  Sari 

India. 

The  wedding  night 
of  Ravi  and  Jyoti. 

Her  sari  is  as  red 
as  her  sweet  cherry 
mouth.  Her  little  toes  peep  out 
from  underneath 
like  delicate  pink 
tiny  succulent 
shrimp. 

She  whets 

Ravi’s  appetite  - it’s  time! 

Jyoti’s  golden  bangles 
whisper  yes  yes 
sliding  off  each  smooth  arm. 

She  smiles  a musing  smile 
and  then  begins 
to  unwind 
her  silky  rosy  sari. 

As  she  does,  she  sings: 

Why  can’t  you  be  taller? 

Why  can’t  you  be  younger? 

Why  can’t  you  be  smarter? 

Why  can’t  you  be  handsomer? 
Why  can’t  you  be  rupee-richer? 
Why  can’t  you  be  like  Rupesh,  my  ex? 

Time  passes. 

Ravi  bows  his  luckless  head, 
apologizing  profusely 
sorry  sorry  sorry! 

His  new  wife  nods, 
happily  singing 
why  why  why. 

The  sari  unwinds  on  and  on 
and  on. 

like  an  endless,  hopeless  dream. 


They’ve  only  just  begun. 


CKSON 
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ANGELA  FERDINARDO 


Dancing  with  the  Devil 


Her  hair  was  three  feet  high  and  untamed.  Her  clothes  were  stylishly  ripped  in 
all  the  most  indecent  places.  Her  flawless  body  glistened  with  sweat  and  her  mind  was 
a jumbled  maze,  momentarily  lost  in  Ecstasy.  Loud  dance  music  filled  the  air,  and  she 
i howled  with  each  note  as  her  body  gave  way  to  the  provocative  dance.  She  was  a wild 
I animal,  finally  breaking  free  from  captivity. 

Anna  had  not  always  been  this  way.  The  year  was  1995  when  Anna  was  born. 

She  was  raised  in  a small  village  of  Louisiana,  so  progressive  modernism  was  lost  far  be- 
yond to  the  outside  walls.  Farming  and  fishing  were  the  town's  most  prominent  jobs,  but 
Anna's  father  was  the  town  doctor.  Anna's  parents  stressed  the  importance  of  education, 
but  only  the  education  of  God's  law.  She  was  raised  properly;  strictly  even,  with  morals. 
The  morals  instilled  by  her  mother,  father,  and  the  church's  community.  Anna  learned 
from  a young  age  that  children  were  to  be  seen  and  not  heard,  that  presentation  was  ev- 
erything, and  that  God's  word  was  the  final  word.  It  was  even  expected  that  everyone  in 
the  community  attend  church  every  Sunday  morning  adorned  in  lavish  dresses  or  pressed 
suits. 

Anna  had  one  best  friend  in  the  town  and  her  name  was  Claire.  Unlike  Anna,  Claire  was 
an  unruly  child  and  loved  creating  mischief.  While  others  thought  Claire's  behavior  was 
sinful,  Anna  was  attracted  to  her  free  spirited  opposite,  and  they  became  inseparable  by 
the  time  they  were  five.  That  is  until  grave  tragedy  struck. 

June  2, 2012 

j'  "Anna,  I'm  going  to  run  into  town  to  get  some  last  minute  things  for  your 

i birthday  preparation.  Please  don't  forget  to  do  your  chores!"  Anna's  mother  called  while 
i running  out  the  door. 

"Okay,  Mama!"  Anna  quickly  attended  to  her  first  duty,  which  was  dusting  the 
house.  She  hummed  while  she  worked  with  a cheerful  smile  plastered  on  her  face.  Anna 
began  noticing  her  family's  portraits  in  great  detail  as  she  lifted  each  one  to  dust.  She 
smiled  at  how  wholesome,  proper,  and  loving  her  family  was.  She  admired  her  parents 
and  was  thankful  for  the  life  she  had  received.  Laundry  was  second  on  her  chore  list. 
Carefully,  each  garment  was  scrubbed  by  hand  in  a large  pail  and  then  hung  on  a line  to 
dry.  Anna  continued  this  routine  into  the  late  afternoon,  until  it  appeared  as  if  a storm  was 
rolling  in.  The  day's  gentle  winds  became  howling  and  treacherous.  An  uneasy  feeling 
washed  over  Anna  and  she  shivered,  not  from  cold,  but  from  fear.  Her  hands  were  raw 
from  both  the  heat  and  friction  of  washing  each  clothing  item.  She  quickly  hung  up  the 
last  article  of  clothing,  her  mother's  dress. 

Once  inside  the  phone  began  to  ring. 

"Hello,"  Anna  answered. 

"Anna!  Hey!  You  should  come  out  with  James  and  I tonight,  we  found  the  good 

stuff!" 

Anna  recognized  her  best  friend's  voice  immediately  and  rolled  her  eyes.  James 
was  Claire's  new  boyfriend  and  he  was  not  from  their  neck  of  the  woods.  James  was 
worldly  and  had  a bit  of  a bad  boy  streak.  Dating  was  not  even  technically 
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allowed  until  eighteen  for  most  occupants  of  the  town,  including  Anna.  Even  then  her 
parents  informed  her  that  dating  would  only  take  place  at  Sunday's  mass  and  family  din- 
ners. Also,  the  person  that  Anna  would  date  would  have  to  be  approved  by  her  parents 
first  and  foremost.  Claire's  parents  had  seemed  to  give  up  on  keeping  Claire  in  line.  Claire 
would  always  make  up  stories  of  seeing  the  world  and  leaving  this  town.  Anna  knew  that 
the  "good  stuff"  Claire  was  referring  to  was  a special  kind  of  off  limit  adult  drink  that 
made  one  feel  fuzzy  in  the  head.  Anna's  father  had  told  her  that  the  good  stuff  was  the 
drink  of  the  devil.  She  had  feared  the  beverage  until  Claire  had  forced  her  to  try  some  last 
year.  It  was  strong  and  reeked  of  something  unfamiliar,  but  the  more  she  drank  the  better 
it  became.  Soon  her  and  Claire  were  laughing  and  dancing.  Anna  had  felt  so  carefree  and 
so  perfect,  that  is  until  she  ended  up  puking  the  whole  way  home,  and  waking  up  with  a 
monumental  migraine.  Her  father  just  frowned,  and  told  her  that  thankfully  her  soul  was 
pure  and  her  body  was  rejecting  the  devil's  offer.  Claire  did  not  have  any  after  effects  so 
Anna  believed  that  her  father's  notion  was  probably  right.  Anna  hadn't  touched  the  stuff 
since. 

"No  thank  you.  I have  one  last  chore  left  to  do  and  mother  should  be  home 
soon.  She  ran  into  town  to  collect  some  last  minute  things  for  the  party  tomorrow,"  Anna 
replied. 

"Okay.  Well,  then  I'll  see  you  tomorrow!"  Claire  finished  and  hung  up  the  phone. 

Anna  went  to  finish  her  last  chore,  the  dishes. 

It  was  around  eight  at  night  when  Anna  was  finishing  up  drying  her  last  dish. 
The  phone  rang  once  again. 

"Hello." 

"Anna,  you  need  to  come  down  to  the  hospital  right  away.  Your  mother  has  been 
in  a severe  accident." 

Anna  suddenly  dropped  the  dish  she  was  holding  as  her  father's  receptionist's 
voice  played  upon  her  ears.  As  if  in  a tunnel,  she  heard  the  sound  of  glass  shatter  around 
her  numb  body.  At  last,  she  let  the  phone  fall  from  her  grip,  scooped  up  her  shoes,  and  ran 
towards  the  door.  She  didn't  stop  running  until  she  reached  the  inside  of  the  hospital. 

Present 

Anna  felt  like  a goddess,  swaying  to  the  music,  and  downing  what  she  called  the 
drink  of  the  devil.  She  had  not  felt  this  good  in  a long  time.  Every  cowboy  had  their  eyes 
on  her,  but  she  was  far  from  their  southern  belle.  About  an  hour  prior  someone  came  up 
to  her  offering  her  a tiny  pill.  She  asked  what  it  was,  but  quickly  decided  she  didn't  want 
to  know  and  swallowed  the  pill  before  she  received  a response.  Today  was  one  year  since 
her  mother's  death  and  she  did  not  want  to  remember  that  horrifying  day  Ever  since  she 
learned  the  truth  she  fled  from  her  hometown  and  deemed  she  would  never  return. 

New  York  is  where  she  ended  up.  Both  a city  that  never  sleeps  and  a city  that  is 
filled  with  diversity.  Anna  wanted  change  and  indefinite  occupancy.  Plus  no  one  would 
find  her  here,  or  so  she  thought.  Underground  raves  were  popular  in  the  big  cities  and 
Anna  grew  to  love  them.  Everyone  was  welcoming,  self  absorbed,  and  sometimes  a little 
too  friendly.  At  first  Anna  felt  hidden  in  the  sea  of  eccentric 
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costumes  and  makeup,  but  then  she  herself  began  to  change  to  become  noticed.  She  was 
naturally  a pretty  girl,  but  she  never  really  seemed  to  notice  her  own  beauty.  Here  in  New 
York  all  that  had  changed.  She  began  to  dress  in  as  little  clothing  as  possible  and  experi- 
ment with  vibrant  makeup  upon  her  once  virgin  canvas.  She  had  reinvented  herself,  es- 
caping the  demons  of  her  past,  or  at  least  that  is  what  she  had  believed.  As  the  song  ended 
she  opened  her  eyes  and  standing  directly  in  front  of  her,  Anna  saw  the  devil  herself. 


June  2, 2012 

"Where's  my  mother?!  Is  she  okay,"  Anna  panicked,  trying  to  locate  her  mama. 

"You  better  wait  here."  Her  father's  receptionist  eyed  her  with  both  warning  and 
sympathy. 

I "Where  is  my  mother?!"  Anna  ignored  the  woman  and  rushed  past  her,  head- 

ing into  the  ICU  ward.  The  hospital  was  small,  with  only  two  rooms  inside  the  ICU.  She 
I rushed  to  the  window  of  the  first  room  and  peered  in.  She  saw  her  father  curled  up  in  a 
; ball  sobbing  and  immediately  saw  the  reason  why.  A woman  wearing  a hospital  gown 
1 and  mask  was  zipping  up  a large  body  bag  over  a woman's  head.  Anna  recognized  this 

I woman  as  her  mother. 

1 

Anna's  knees  gave  way  and  she  sunk  to  the  floor  in  sobs.  She  did  not  under- 
i stand.  How  could  this  be  happening?  She  was  nearly  a perfect  specimen  of  her  parents 
j and  she  did  almost  everything  God  asked  of  her.  Suddenly  her  father  was  kneeling  down 
! beside  her  trying  to  explain  the  situation  before  her. 

"Your  mother  was  on  her  way  home,"  Her  father  started. 

! She  lost  focus  in  his  words  and  only  comprehended  bits  and  pieces. 

"There  were  two  young  kids  who  had  been  drinking  alcohol." 

‘ Alcohol;  that  was  the  first  time  she  had  heard  her  father  use  that  term  to  describe 

I 

I the  devil's  drink. 

"They  failed  to  stop  at  the  light  and  hit  your  mother  head  on."  His  voice  grew 
weak  at  this  point  and  he  began  to  sob  again.  "You  should  go  home  Anna.  The  suspects 
are  here  getting  checked  out  before  their  arrest  and  I do  not  want  you  to  see  them." 

1 It  was  too  late.  Out  of  a room  down  the  hall  walked  two  disheveled  teenagers. 

' Their  hair  was  knotted  and  dressed  in  filth.  Their  clothes  had  been  worn  and  ripped.  Anna 
i could  smell  the  mixture  of  alcohol  and  human  musk  reeking  from  their  bodies.  The  worst 
part  was,  she  recognized  these  teenagers.  The  pair  was  a girl  and  boy;  Claire  and  James. 

j Present 

Anna  stood  face  to  face  with  the  girl  who  was  once  her  best  friend.  To  Anna, 

I Claire  was  the  devil  in  disguise.  The  music  abruptly  changed  as  Anna's  eyes  pierced  into 
■Claire's.  Claire  began  to  stalk  towards  Anna.  Anna  smirked  as  she  offered  out  her  hand 
and  watched  Claire's  dumbfounded  expression  as  her  enemy  accepted  the  invitation. 

Anna  clasped  Claire's  hand  in  hers,  threw  her  head  back,  and  began  to  dance  with  the 
devil. 
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HANNAH  miAK 


"Walk  from  Union  Station  to  Millenium  Park" 


The  man  with  the  Witness  magazine  plants  himself  on  the  corner. 

His  voice  stretches  out  into  the  iron  wild, 

John  the  Baptist  of  back  alleys  and  soup  kitchens. 

In  January,  his  dark  hands,  laced  with  dry  white, 
pat  the  air  like  a brother. 

The  packing  case  strapped  to  his  bike  asks  me,  "Do  you  know  Jesus? 

Three  skinny  black  boys  in  baggy  shirts  hunker  down  on  plastic  tubs, 
banging  a beat  to  the  sound  of  change  clattering  into  a paper  cup, 
enough  to  buy  a bus  ticket,  a sandwich,  coffee. 

I wonder,  do  these  boys  have  dreams? 

Beyond  this  hour?  This  winter?  This  year? 

A woman  wanders  through  the  marching  suits. 

"Sir.  could  you  buy  me  some  food?” 

One  man  sidesteps,  avoiding  damp  eyes 
that  cut  straight  to  the  heart  of  darkness. 

Do  you  know  Jesus? 

A man  sits  under  a bedraggled  umbrella,  his  knees  sticking  out  into  the  hammering  hail. 
On  the  sidewalk  under  the  L,  a man  lies  face  first,  spread-eagled,  passed-out,  stone-drunk. 
I Join  the  priests  and  the  Pharisees  in  the  river  that  passes  forgotten  stones. 

Do  you  know  Jesus? 
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ULYSSES  PAGAN 


I Am 

I am  the  stress  that  gnaws  away  at  a warm-hearted  insomniac  mother  with  a green  thumb 
I am  the  slipped  disc  in  the  spine  of  my  secretly  handicapped  father  working  construction 
I am  the  epilepsy  that  surges  through  the  brain  of  my  twelve-year-old  brother  with  Down  syndrome 
I am  the  addiction  demon  that  crawls  into  the  dreams  of  my  older  brother 
I am  the  stroke  that  snatched  the  life  of  my  high  school  Environmental  Biology  teacher 
I am  the  last  tree  on  this  barren  Earth 

I am  the  one  and  a half  Earths  that  we  need  to  sustain  the  population 

I am  the  filthy  homeless  man  that  you  forgot  about  after  a few  minutes 

I am  the  thugs  that  found  a survival  family  in  the  projects 

I am  the  infant  separated  from  his  immigrant  mother 

I am  the  hollow  cheeks  of  starvation  that  take  a soul  every  four  seconds 

I am  the  one  billion  that  have  no  drinking  water 

I am  the  anxiety  that  dwells  in  the  pit  of  your  stomach 

I am  the  deeply  rooted  scars  on  your  daughter’s  wrist 

I am  the  depression  that  lives  under  the  skin  of  the  helpless 

I am  the  material  world 

I am  the  meaningless  robotic  communication 

I am  the  loss  of  empathy 

I am  the  makeup  you  use  to  hide  your  identity 

I am  the  boy  that  was  born  wielding  a .22 

I am  the  bullet  that  pierces  your  son’s  skull  in  Iran 

I am  the  grenade  that  disintegrated  your  cousin’s  left  leg 

I am  the  city  that  is  now  nuclear  dust 

I am  the  diabolic  stick  that  possesses  your  lungs 

I am  the  enchanting  red  pill  that  relieves  your  high  blood  pressure 

I am  the  prohibited  cures  for  cancer 

I am  the  face  of  autism 

I am  the  bitter-sweet  poison  you  call  food 

I am  the  health  you  will  never  dream  of  affording 

I am  the  few  corporations  that  represent  ninety  percent  of  your  information  diet 
I am  the  one  percent  that  owns  half  the  world’s  wealth 
I am  the  all-seeing  eye 

...  But  Just  kidding,  that’s  not  me;  now  do  me  a favor... 

Don’t  read. 

Watch  the  news 

Watch  these  muscular  guys  throw  around  this  football  thing 
And  watch  Kim  Kardashian  take  a dump  on  her  royal  toilet 
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Coyote  in  the  Dark 

By  scent  or  by  sound 

Or  by  some  special  sense 

My  dogs  know  a coyote’s  trespassing  out  there. 

Should  any  moon  shadow 

Slip  formlessly,  silently 

Through  the  nude  willows, 

They  complain  to  the  stars. 

Summon  me  to  the  door, 

Nervously  milling  about  at  my  legs. 

They  plead  for  release  from  the  leash. 

Know  the  dark  creature. 

Though  dog-like  - 
same  paws,  same  claws. 

Same  meat-craving  jaws  — 

Is  a different. 

Dangerous 

Beast  made  of  midnight. 

Just  as  I recognized  you  at  first  sight. 

When  I danced  at  the  door  like  a slavering  dog. 
Yearning  to  dash  out  and  challenge. 

My  heart  whimpered  then 
For  the  will  to  break  loose. 

To  give  chase  and  run  wild  by  the  water. 

Offer  my  throat, 

Nip  and  nuzzle  all  night. 

Prance  and  leap  high  in  the  moonlight. 

I did  then  as  I now. 

Apprehensive,  unnerved 
By  the  avid  eyes  gleaming 
In  the  thickening  black. 

Turn  my  back  to  the  door. 

Murmur  words  meant  to  soothe. 

Stroke  the  dogs. 

Toss  a treat. 

Stifle  one  last  disquieted  growl. 

Till  I feel  you  have  finally  faded  away, 

A coyote  in  the  dark. 
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To  the  Mountaintop  ' 

"Do  these  kids  today  have  any  values?"  Dudley  asked  me.  He  sat  upwards  in  a 
tall  leather  chair,  facing  a large  mirror  as  Big  Joe,  the  shop's  owner,  chopped  away  at  his 
spotty  silver-haired  afro  with  scissors. 

"What?"  I asked  him. 

"You  know,"  he  continued  on  while  quick  strokes  of  a brush  smacked  across  his 
hunched  shoulders,  knocking  away  fallen  strands  about  his  head,  dark  loafers  dangling 
above  the  ground.  "I  just  feel  these  teens  are  not  as  progressive,"  he  said. 

I tried  to  grasp  the  idea  he  was  trying  to  convey  to  me,  but  no  such  luck — rarely  i 
did  I understand  his  motives.  Old-man  Dudley,  what  the  kids  called  him,  a fairly  gray 
haired  deprecating  man,  was  an  aging  war  veteran.  He  spent  his  days  criticizing  the  kids  ^ 
that  lived  in  his  own  community,  and  I got  the  impression  that  he  was  on  the  verge  of 
being  discerning,  ready  to  impose  his  well-aged  will  right  there  in  the  barbershop. 

"How  do  you  mean?"  I asked  him,  sitting  on  a sofa,  crouching  over  my  knees 
to  hear  him  over  the  scattered  buzzing  clippers.  I looked  up  at  Big  Joe  at  random  times, 
hoping  he  would  really  recognize  me  for  once. 

"Hear  me  out,  hear  me  out,"  Dudley  said  twice,  "our  youth,"  talking  with  his 
hands  now,  "our  schools,  and  our  neighborhoods  continue  to  suffer."  I began  to  pick  up 
on  the  verbal  gestures  he  was  giving  me.  Big  Joe  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder,  and  held  a 
smaller  mirror  before  his  face.  Dudley  nodded  approvingly.  "That's  cool,"  he  said.  Big  Jot 
removed  the  red  cape  from  Dudley's  neck,  and  prepared  for  his  next  client — me. 

He  stood  6'3"  and  roughly  200  pounds;  you  could  hear  each  step  he  took — Big  j 
Joe  was  big.  In  addition  to  his  size.  Big  Joe  had  done  time  in  prison  and  had  the  ink  to 
prove  it.  A scar  fit  nicely  below  his  left  cheek,  a battle  wound  I assumed,  to  complete  his  ; 
rugged  appearance.  A sleeveless  shirt  exposed  the  activities  he'd  done  while  incarcerated 
His  own  hair  was  due  for  a trim,  but  I got  the  impression  that  no  one,  not  even  Big  Joe 
himself,  touched  his  hair.  Acquiring  a 'Don't  mess  with  me'  look.  Big  Joe  awakened  fear 
within  just  about  everyone  in  the  neighborhood — gang  members,  dealers — even  a few 
police  officers.  And  yeah,  even  me.  Dudley  and  I started  to  rearrange  seats. 

Dudley  got  up  from  the  chair,  grabbed  the  collar  of  his  gray  buttoned  shirt,  shoe 
it  to  get  rid  of  fallen  hair,  and  continued  his  argument  "When  I walk  out  my  door  some 
mornings,  or  turn  on  my  television,  all  I see  is  crime.  I see  it  almost  every  day.  What  is  it 
with  these  kids?  It's  bad  and  continues  to  get  worse.  Why  do  these  young  folks  live  on  lik 
this?  Do  they  not  care  for  progression — maybe  they  don't.  Our  youth  today  must  not  hav 
any  hope." 

"Stop,"  I said,  holding  my  hand  in  the  air,  ready  to  impose  my  youthful  will  on 
him  now.  I made  my  way  over  to  where  Dudley  had  sat  for  twenty  minutes;  the  warmth 
of  the  seat  cushion  provided  me  the  ballpark  figure. 

Big  Joe  placed  the  red  cape  over  my  neck  and  asked,  "The  usual?",  I said  yes. 

I continued  on  with  my  opposition:  "Our  kids,  especially  the  kids,  Dudley,  these  young 
guys,  are  no  different  than  you  and  I.  Less  equipped  with  opportunity,  perhaps. 
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and  certainly  not  hopeless.  Our  youth,  seemingly,  contain  the  most  hope."  I noticed  two 
young  boys  hanging  outside  in  front  of  the  shop,  through  the  window.  "Look  at  that 
young  man  in  the  blue  shirt"  I said,  pointing  in  the  direction  I wanted  Dudley  to  notice. 

"Uh-huh,"  he  said,  turning  his  head  in  the  path  of  my  guiding  finger. 

"He  has  all  the  opportunity  in  the  world,  he  can  be  a doctor,  lawyer,  a teacher, 
hell,  and  he  may  even  be  the  next  president.  But — but,  Dudley,  it  is  up  to  him  to  obtain 
success.  He  cannot  look  for  it  in  others — certainty  not  with  those  guys  he's  hanging 
around.  His  society  does  not  provide  him  with  opportunities  to  become  successful;  they 
provide  cages  wrapped  thirty  feet  around  asphalt  with  a net  hanging  on  opposing  ends. 
The  law  enforcement  in  his  own  neighborhood  has  little  concerns  of  his  well-being.  He's 
got  old  gray  bitter  men,  like  yourself,  criticizing  every  move  he  makes.  He  cannot  search 
for  guidance  among  his  elders  because  they  are  not  to  be  bothered  with  kids  wearing  low 
hanging  pants.  That  young  boy,  with  all  the  potential  in  the  world,  old  man,  probably 
doesn't  have  the  one  person  in  his  life  to  teach  him  right  from  wrong.  So  he  has  to  find  his 
own  father.  His  own  way." 

I Big  Joe  let  out  a loud  cough  accidentally  jabbing  my  head  with  the  clippers.  "Sor- 

ry, kid,"  he  said.  His  referring  to  me  as  "kid"  hurt. 

Dudley  nodded  to  my  claims  in  comprehension.  1 could  tell,  reading  his  face,  he 
was  pondering  over  his  neglect  for  others.  "I  just  don't  understand  it,"  he  said,  "we  didn't 
j act  like  that  back  in  my  day,"  hinting  at  his  age,  leaning  back  on  the  sofa. 

I "Just  as  you  marched,  Dudley,  in  your  time,  and  faced  your  own  battles,"  1 said,  "they 
I have  to  face  theirs  now,  too.  At  their  age,  you  marched  with  your  heroes;  you  went  to  the 
I rallies  and  heard  them  speak,  you  understand  the  true  meaning  of  what  King  and  X once 
j spoke,  they  don't,  not  yet  anyway." 

Dudley  nodded  along.  1 waited  for  him  to  interject,  possibly  to  provide  some  knowledge 
of  his  own,  to  see  if  he  would  respond  with  his  own  viewpoints.  He  remained  silent,  look- 
I ing  in  my  direction,  and  I continued  on  with  my  ideology. 

1 "Their  schools,"  I began  to  express  in  my  own  hand  movement,  "are  probably  no  better 
i than  the  street  corners  they  hang  around.  Who  can  they  really  look  up  to?  Their  history 
books  tell  them  of  great  men,  like  Roosevelt,  Lincoln,  and  Kennedy,  but  fail  to  inform  our 
future  leaders  of  their  own  great  men,  like  X — or  any  other  critical  world-viewing  outspo- 
ken activist." 

"Like  Garvey,"  Dudley  suggested. 

; "Sure,"  1 said.  "Didn't  learn  about  him  by  sitting  at  a wooden  desk,  1 found  my 

own  leaders,  not  the  ones  they  told  me  I should  respect."  I watched  as  Dudley  listened 
intently,  mostly  enlightened.  I talked  with  them  like  they  were  college  grad  buddies, 
engrossed  in  critical  argument.  Schooling  them  on  lessons  of  a race  they  lived  longer  than 
1. 1 could  see  a look  in  Dudley's  eyes  that  said  he  wanted  to  hear  more  of  my  argument,  I 
could  not  see  behind  me,  but  maybe  Big  Joe  did,  too.  He  needed  to  hear  it  most  of  all. 

"When  real  life  happens,"  I continued,  "when  school  is  over,  and  they  are  on 
their  own,  jobless,  stomachs  empty,  expressing  themselves  in  illegal  means  to  make  ends 
meet — to  simply  eat  a meal,  for  that  matter,  do  you  think  they  will  stop  and  ponder  on 
their  actions,  living  an  immoral  life,  being  criminals,"  I put  air  quotes  around  the  words 
for  emphasis,  "to  society,  and  decide  to  change  their  ways?  No,  they  have  no  other  way, 
Dudley;  they  are  left  only  with  two  basketball  nets  and  a single  mother  to  help  support." 

"Mhhm-huh,"  I heard  Big  Joe  mumble.  I wondered  if  we  shared  some  of  those 
same  experiences,  among  other  qualities.  I often  heard  his  mumbling  ad-libs  throughout 
my  rant,  but  could  not  entirely  make  out  the  noises  due  to  the  dispersed  sounds.  The 
buzzing  sound  ended  abruptly. 
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"AW  done/'  said  Big  Joe. 

"Well,  kiddo,  I best  be  heading  off,  nice  talkin'  with  ya'"  said  Dudley,  lifting  him- 
self from  the  sofa,  putting  on  his  windbreaker  and  flat  cap. 

"Take  care,"  I told  him. 

He  tipped  the  brim  of  his  hat  towards  me,  slipped  Big  Joe  a twenty  dollar  bill,  said, 

“Keep  the  change,”  and  walked  through  the  door.  Outside  the  window,  1 noticed  Dudley  walking  up 
to  the  young  boy  in  the  blue  shirt,  the  one  I’d  made  an  example  out  of,  say  something  to  him  and 
shake  his  hand.  I smiled.  I must  have  said  something  that  resonated  with  him. 

Moments  later  I stood  face  to  face  with  Big  Joe,  not  for  the  first  time;  however,  it 
certainly  felt  so. 
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What'll  it  be?"  I asked  him,  reaching  in  my  back  pocket  for  my  wallet,  flipping 
through  three  singles  and  two  fives. 

Ten  even,  he  said.  I extended  my  hand  to  give  Big  Joe  the  money.  Ours  hands 
met,  almost  like  we  were  greeting  each  other,  or  closing  a business  deal;  either  way,  the 
gesture  was  nice.  He  slipped  the  two  bills  into  his  front  pocket  and  gave  me  a look  that 
read:  Why  are  you  still  standing  there?  I wanted  to  tell  him,  but  as  always,  I wasn't  ready. 

"Say  Big  Joe,"  I said,  "I  come  here  almost  twice  a month.  Don't  you  recognize 
me?"  I asked  him. 

"Other  than  business,  no  why,"  he  asked  me.  "Should  I?" 

"No,  no,  you  shouldn't,"  I said,  "you  really  shouldn't."  He  looked  confused. 

I grabbed  my  coat  from  the  couch;  in  case  of  tiny  strands  of  hair,  cigarette  ashes  left  by 
Dudley,  or  God  knows  what  else,  I shook  it  by  its  collar  to  be  safe.  I extended  both  arms 
through  their  counterpart,  buttoned  the  jacket,  and  walked  out  the  door  of  my  father's 
barbershop. 
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Truthful  Eyes 


ALEXANDRA  KURZA 


There  is  a fire  in  everyone’s  eyes. 

That  burns  the  brightest  bright. 

But  sometimes  that  flame  dies. 

When  someone  extinguishes  the  light. 

Eyes  tell  more  truth  than  lies. 

They  reveal  the  true  heart. 

You  can  see  someone’s  laughs  and  cries. 
Just  look,  it’s  a start. 

The  eyes  dart  away. 

When  someone  is  in  pain. 

They  have  no  words  to  say. 

The  eyes  glisten. 

When  someone  is  about  to  cry. 

Will  you  give  them  a listen? 

The  lines  crinkle. 

When  someone  wears  a smile. 

Their  eyes  also  twinkle. 


Can  you  read  eyes? 

Can  you  see  the  darkness. 

That  someone  is  trying  to  hide? 

Many  put  on  a show. 

To  hide  their  suffering. 

That  way  no  one  will  know. 

How  badly  they’re  crying. 

Are  you  watching? 

Do  you  see? 

Someone  is  withering. 
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Eyes  are  so  lovely. 

But  the  pain  they  hide 
Is  horrifically  ugly. 


ROBIN  TRYLOFF 
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The  Only  Way  a Raven  Can  Love 

1 

Her  name  with  yours  is  metallic  to  taste; 

I am  but  a shell,  your  useless  waste. 

Old  demons  claw,  begging  to  escape; 
swallowing  and  gagging,  inside  they  rape. 

1 am  a child  called  IT  stuck  in  a cage, 

bones  aching  with  sorrow  and  rage.  .] 

Shivering  as  flesh  touches  glass,  I 

hand  in  hand  you  pass.  j 

Eyes  of  mockery  grin  into  mine,  ) 

don’t  worry  about  me;  confined  in  your  cell.  I’ll  be  fine.  j 

For  I am  the  parrot  behind  majestic  steel,  j 

forced  to  watch  locked  handed  ornaments  like  it’s  no  big  deal. 

I 

1 squawk,  but  I can’t  speak,  i 

I sink  and  succumb  to  another’s  defeat.  j 

i 

I glance  upon  the  open  window  trying  to  break  free,  i 

but  I can’t.  Don’t  you  see?  | 

Jailed  within  my  mind.  i 

lack  of  courage  for  words  I never  will  find.  | 

Vivid  imagery  plays  with  deceitful  perception,  | 

I beg  for  flames  to  engulf  your  reflection.  | 

A parrot  remembers  as  the  raven  instills  death,  | 

onyx  feathers  strangling  the  last  of  love’s  breath.  i 

I may  feel  trapped  in  the  symbolism  for  which  I create, 

but  only  I can  harness  my  own  fate.  I 

! 

i 

J 
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I Moving  On 

I picked  up  Ricky's  shirt.  It  was  almost  tucked  under  my  bed.  Looking  at  it,  I 
remembered  the  night  we  had  danced  for  hours  at  the  club  a few  blocks  away.  It  was  like 
■ any  normal  dress  shirt,  purple  and  black  stripes,  the  arms  wrinkled  and  buttons  undone. 

I It  wasn't  until  I lifted  the  shirt  to  my  nose  that  it  happened.  I could  smell  the  mixture  of 
I his  cheap  cologne,  sweat,  and  the  beer  spilled  along  the  front. 

i As  if  back  in  the  moment,  I tripped  over  the  heels  he  requested  me  to  wear,  almost  six 
I inches  tall,  as  the  beer  splattered  on  his  chest. 

1 "Oh  my  God!"  I had  screamed  over  the  pounding  trap  music.  "Babe!  I totally 

didn't  mean  to!"  Swaying  towards  him,  I buried  my  face  into  the  damp  shirt.  "Forgive 
I me!" 

"It's  fine,"  he  yelled  back  over  the  music.  "Let's  just  get  out  of  here." 

I I held  onto  his  hand  as  he  led  me  to  the  exit,  his  eyes  wandering  from  girl  to  girl, 

j As  the  memory  flashed  behind  my  eyes,  my  heart  pinched.  I crumpled  the  shirt  into  a ball, 
shoving  it  in  the  cardboard  box  sitting  on  my  bed.  Along  with  the  shirt  went  his  Ironman 
i DVD,  his  toothbrush,  his  contacts,  his  XBOX  and  games,  and  a few  of  his  comic  books 
he'd  left  next  to  the  toilet. 

I Just  before  I left,  I took  a look  at  my  corkboard,  covered  in  pictures  of  us  and  let- 

I ters  he  had  given  me.  Maybe  if  he  read  them  again,  maybe  if  he  saw  how  happy  we  were, 
we  could  go  back  to  the  way  things  had  been. 

! Without  a second  thought,  I ripped  the  pictures  and  notes  down.  I dropped  them 

I into  the  box,  a glimmer  of  hope  beginning  to  sprout  in  my  chest.  It  followed  me  as  I got  in 
my  car  and  drove  the  few  blocks  from  my  apartment  to  his,  the  drive  slower  than  normal. 

I glanced  at  the  box  sitting  next  to  me  in  the  passenger's  seat.  The  pictures  of  our 
smiling  faces  staring  up  at  me.  Just  looking,  the  photos  made  me  feel  better,  like  we  could 
get  there  again.  They  were  taken  only  a couple  months  ago,  how  could  we  have  changed 
so  much  since  then?  Maybe  we  didn't.  Maybe  this  was  all  a misunderstanding. 

I pulled  my  Prius  in  to  the  parking  lot,  turning  into  an  empty  spot  and  shutting 
i off  the  car  before  grabbing  the  box  and  getting  out. 

Maybe  that's  why  he  wanted  me  to  come  here.  He  said  he  had  to  give  me  my 
stuff  and  he  wanted  his  stuff  back.  What  if  he  really  just  wanted  to  talk  things  through?  To 
I see  me  at  least  one  more  time?  He  probably  doesn't  think  he  has  a chance  after  the  argu- 
I ment.  He  said  so  many  horrible  things,  but  I love  him  still,  of  course.  Maybe  he  just  needs 
I a little  bit  of  encouragement. 

I hurried  up  the  stairs,  being  sure  not  to  trip.  What  would  I say  to  him?  That  I 
still  love  him?  That  I think  this  was  a mistake?  Or,  should  I play  a little  hard  to  get?  After 
all,  he  was  really  rude.  But  love  conquers  all,  right? 

Stepping  up  to  Apartment  2B,  my  chest  tightened.  My  gut  felt  like  a kid  was 
stretching  it  like  silly  putty,  about  to  snap  at  any  moment.  I could  feel  the  heat  in  my 
cheeks  as  my  heart  raced  and  my  palms  got  sweaty.  Meekly,  I lifted  my  fist  and  knocked 
twice.  It  took  a few  seconds  for  Ricky  to  come  to  the  door,  but  finally  I heard  the  locks 
turning  and  he  whipped  open  the  door.  His  dark  hair  was  disheveled,  face 
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unshaven,  glasses  crooked,  and  he  wore  nothing  but  his  Thor  sleep  pants. 

"Dee,"  he  said.  "Er,  Deanna,"  he  corrected  himself,  obviously  trying  to  be  formal. 

"I  have  your  things,"  I said  awkwardly,  shaking  the  contents  of  the  box. 

"You're  a bit  early,"  he  murmured,  his  voice  still  sleepy  as  if  he'd  just  woken  up. 

Shifting  the  box  onto  my  left  arm,  I looked  at  the  watch  on  my  right  wrist. 

"It's  ten,"  I said  to  him.  "You  said  to  come  by  in  the  morning." 

"Uh,  right,"  he  said  waving  restlessly  on  his  feet. 

It  was  now  or  never.  I had  to  tell  him  how  I felt,  or  I would  forever  regret  it.  I did 
still  love  him,  and  if  he  felt  the  same  way,  we  should  try  again. 

"Listen  Ricky—" 

"Dee,  I don't  think — " 

We  both  spoke  at  the  same  time,  cutting  each  other  off.  My  eyes  were  wide  as  I 
looked  at  him,  was  he  going  to  say  the  same  thing? 

"I — " I started,  still  unsure  of  what  to  say.  "I've  been  thinking  over  the  past  two 
weeks,  and,  I mean,  I was  moving  on,  but  something  inside  me  just. . .isn't  letting  go." 

Ricky  grew  pale,  breaking  eye  contact  with  me  as  he  sighed. 

"I  think  what  we  had  was  really  special,  and  I think  maybe  I'm  not  the  only  one. 

I just  wondered  if — " I was  cut  off  as  a voice  sounded  from  inside  the  apartment. 

"Ricky?" 

My  insides  melted  to  goo  as  a woman  emerged  from  his  bedroom.  She  was  tall, 
with  long  tan  legs  and  a freckled  nose.  Her  sandy  blonde  hair  fell  past  her  shoulders  in 
lazy  waves,  her  face  blank  with  obliviousness.  Everything  about  her,  down  to  Ricky's 
Hulk  shirt  hanging  off  of  her  sharp  shoulder  screamed  "Bimbo." 

"Are  you  coming  back  to  bed?"  she  asked  with  a sexy  smile. 

Ricky  looked  at  me,  his  mouth  gaping  and  face  pale.  Feeling  physically  nau- 
seous, I shoved  the  box  at  him  without  a word  and  spun  on  my  heel. 

"Deanna,  wait!" 

But  I kept  walking  towards  the  stairs,  ignoring  his  yells.  I could  hear  his  bare  feet 
running  after  me. 

"Dee!" 

"What?"  I said,  whirling  on  him. 

"Here,"  he  said  apologetically. 

He  handed  me  a tattered  box  filled  with  my  things.  I recognized  the  book  I gave 
him  for  photography,  the  air  fresheners  I put  in  his  bathroom,  and  on  top  of  the  rest  was 
the  Marvel  comic  book  dress  he  bought  for  me.  The  one  he  liked  me  to  wear  when  we 
would  have  sex. 

"I'm  sorry,"  he  said,  scratching  the  back  of  his  head. 

The  anger  radiated  through  my  limbs,  every  ounce  of  me  about  to  explode.  He 
finally  turned  away  and  retreated  back  into  his  apartment,  the  sound  of  the  locks  clicking 
back  into  place  echoing  in  the  hall.  I stood  for  a second,  staring  down  the  hall  as  he  disap- 
peared. With  a heavy  heart,  yet  with  a touch  of  closure,  I brought  myself  down  the  stairs, 
feeling  indifferent  by  the  time  I got  to  the  bottom. 

As  I got  to  the  door,  I begrudgingly  realized  that  the  box  I was  holding  was  un- 
fortunately heavy.  Sighing,  I got  close  to  the  exit,  trying  to  keep  my  arm  under  the  box  as  I 
twisted  my  hand  to  reach  the  door  handle.  Suddenly,  the  door  swung  open,  knocking  the 
box  out  of  my  hands,  spreading  its  contents  amongst  the  dirty  floor. 

"Oh  my  God,  I'm  so  sorry!"  the  man  exclaimed. 

My  eyes  remaining  on  the  scattered  items,  I sighed  and  stooped  to  pick  them 
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up,  throwing  them  back  in  the  box. 

''Here,  let  me  help,"  he  said,  also  squatting  down. 

He  grabbed  the  photography  book  and  placed  it  in  the  box.  As  I looked  up  to 
thank  him,  I couldn't  help  but  notice  how  attractive  he  was,  and  flustered  as  he  picked  up 
the  things. 

"Uh,  thanks,"  1 mumbled.  "You  didn't  really  have  to  help." 

He  looked  into  my  eyes,  his  lip  quivering  slightly  as  if  he  didn't  know  what  to 
say  as  he  looked  at  me. 

"I — it's  my  pleasure,"  he  smiled. 

I couldn't  help  but  smile  back  as  he  grabbed  the  Marvel  dress. 

"You  like  Marvel?" 

Inwardly  rolling  my  eyes,  1 answered,  "Not  really,  no.  My  ex  wanted  me  to  wear 
it  because  he  liked  Marvel." 

I waited  for  him  to  laugh  or  make  fun  of  me,  but  instead  he  simply  said,  "That's 

stupid." 

I giggled  a little.  "It  is,  isn't  it?" 

He  laughed  too,  then  put  out  his  hand.  "I'm  Ed,  by  the  way." 

ALLISON  OUINN 


/?.  G.  ZEIMER 


Haunted 


The  ghost  of  our  love  still  haunts  this  house, 

Having  slipped  away, 

Unremarked, 

Like  an  old  recluse 

In  that  run-down  place  with  weed-strewn  lawn 
Darkened  windows 
And  ripening  stench. 

It  was  barely  alive  anyway, 

A frail  thing  with  feeble  pulse. 

Just  a vague  puff  of  breath  on  the  mirror. 

Yet  the  dim  spirit  stubbornly 
Refuses  to  fade  away 
Or  fly  to  the  hell  it  deserves. 

It  lurks  in  shadowy  corners  of  resentment. 

Lingering  at  the  regretful  edges  of  our  days. 

Powdery  footfalls  pace  the  ancient  attic  dust. 

Creaking  disappointment  through  shrunken  floorboards. 
Hovering  over  our  bed  at  night  with  voiceless  moans. 
Rattling  chains  of  habit  and  hurtfulness. 

It  feeds  on  unrequited  need. 

And  thrives  on  bitterness. 

I fear  the  dreadful  thing  descends  on  me  in  sleep 
To  suck  the  tears  out  from  my  skull 
Before  my  eyes  can  weep. 
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A Cannibal  of  Sexuality 

You  are  my  Kalona,  my  Klaus. 

I fight  to  tame  the  demons  in  our  game  of  house. 
To  be  human  is  to  be  an  animal; 
to  desire,  to  eat  one  another,  is  a cannibal. 

A cannibal  of  sexuality 

can  be  right  by  morality, 

but  it’s  two  you  devour  the  flesh  of 

as  your  charcoaled  wings  loom  from  above. 

Your  mask  chiseled  and  firm, 

as  I am  marked  with  your  sweet  burn. 

I look  up  to  you  as  my  protector,  my  lover, 
but  it  is  from  you  I have  to  seek  cover. 

For  my  heart  doesn’t  grant  me  a choice, 

even  as  danger  hides  behind  the  song  of  your  voice. 

The  lyrics  in  which  I read, 

causes  my  heart  to  bleed. 

Yet  I willingly  give  you  my  body, 
begging  you  to  feed. 
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KASSANORA  BALANG 


What  Love  is  Not 

Love  is  like  a rose  - 

or  so  they  say. 
with  its  soft  velvet  petals, 
whispering  promises  of  comfort 
within  its  silky  hold. 

But  that  is  all  they  are  - 
promises. 

Love  is  like  a rose 

with  its  sweet  aroma 
enticing  you, 
tempting  you, 
drawing  you, 
towards  its  beauty 
like  a bear  towards  honey. 

And  like  a bee’s  sting, 
the  rose’s  thorns  prick  you 
and  stun  you. 

You  pull  back  as  fast  as  you  can, 
but  it’s  too  late. 

The  damage  is  done, 
and  a dull  ache  remains. 

Love  is  like  a rose 

with  its  blood  red  petals 
full  of  Love. 

Red  like  Anger, 

Red  like  Pain. 


If  this  is  truly  Love, 

then  Love  must  be  a weed, 
harming  others  for  selfish  gain. 

This  cannot  be  Love. 

For  Love  is  Patient  and  Kind. 
Love  does  not  tempt  you 
towards  danger, 
but  holds  you  in  its  arms 
shielding  you  from  any  harm. 

Love  is  gentle  in  every  way, 

whether  with  words 
or  fleeting  touches. 

Love  does  not  make  promises. 
Love  makes  declarations. 

Here  I stand  before  the  world  and  ask, 
"Why  should  Love 
be  like  a rose 
when  a rose  is  everything 
Love  is  not?” 
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ASHLEY  CURTICE 


A Haunting  Grief 

A tormented  ache. 

My  heart  grows  numb 
with  the  reminder  of 


a desire  lost. 

A feeling 
that  never  fades. 

My  sorrowful  eyes 

focus  on  her. 

like  binoculars  to  a spy. 

All  reminders  of  what  we  lost. 
Jaded  by  the  traumatic  turn. 

1 will  never  feel  the  same 
about  those  things  again. 
Always  bringing  up 
feelings  of  sorrow. 

Her  glowing  face, 
full  of  joy. 

Her  round  belly 
filled  with  the 
promise  of  life. 

The  shock  came  slow, 
then  all  at  once. 
They  said  the  heart  stopped. 

a life  was  lost. 

Resentment  engulfs  me 
like  flames  to  a prairie. 

Words  can’t  express 
the  feeling  that  haunts  me, 
every  time  1 see  a reminder 
of  all  my  hopes  lost. 

Crumbled  into  a pile, 
and  brushed  away. 

My  own  heart  hung 
in  that  moment. 
Despair  washed  over  me. 

We  waited  so  long 
to  hear  those  beats,  and 
in  an  instant, 
we  were  crushed. 
A surreal  feeling 
took  over  the  room. 

Suddenly,  everywhere 
all  the  baby  talk  in  the  air- 
from  the  beaming  mother  and 
her  newborn  babe, 
to  the  expectant  father 
with  his  first  sonogram. 

1 will  never  forget 
The  day  our  future  died. 
The  reminders 
constantly  causing  misery 
to  my  already  miserable  mind. 

Grandparents  with  little  onesies 
and  bottles  in  hand. 

October  15th 
A candle  is  lit 

My  only  solace 
to  what  I 
couldn't  prevent. 
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For  Those  That  Suffer 

Inhale;  exhale. 

A surge  of  electricity  engulfs  my  brain  and  I am  floating; 
levitation. 

Inhale;  exhale. 

Numbness  falls  upon  my  tongue, 

my  arm  is  a wet  noodle  laid  upon  a bed  of  pins  and  needles. 

I try  with  all  my  might  to  curl  my  toes,  but  the  end  result  is  frustrating  and  fruitless; 
paralysis. 

Inhale;  exhale, 

like  I am  blowing  on  hot  soup. 

Tears  pour  from  my  sockets  and  drown  my  face; 

I beg  my  body  for  relief,  only  to  have  it  mock  me  in  return. 

Inhale;  exhale. 

I am  a prisoner  trapped  within  the  walls  of  my  beating  heart, 

I am  a prisoner  trapped  between  numb  lips  and  incoherent  speech. 

Inhale;  exhale. 

I tell  myself  my  adrenal  system  is  overloaded, 

I tell  myself  no  one  has  ever  died  from  a panic  attack. 

Looking  up  at  these  hospital  walls, 
while  a needle  pierces  my  skin... 

Inhale;  exhale. 

Anxiety; 

a monster  I have  created  and  sustained  for  way  too  long. 

Inhale;  exhale. 

I must  not  let  it  consume  me, 

I must  not  let  it  control  me, 

I must  not  let  it  hinder  me. 

Inhale,  exhale. 
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MADELINE  JEFFERIES 


Cold  Coffee 


I had  that  sick  feeling  in  my  chest,  and  its  not  like  I hadn’t  felt  it  before.  I’d  felt  it  a few 
times,  ya  know,  every  time  I had  to  break  up  with  a girl.  This  was  probably  the  eighth  one.  It’s  not 
like  I enjoy  breakups.  I’m  not  saying  that  at  all,  but  after  a while  I hit  an  expiration  date.  Usually  after 
around  six  months,  give  or  take,  depending  on  the  quality  of  the  girl  I’m  with.  My  feelings  fade  and  I 
fall  off  the  map.  Then  I wait  for  her  to  calm  down  before  I burn  the  bridge.  This  one  was  Emily.  That 
day  marked  five  months  and  thirteen  days,  a bit  early. 

I gripped  the  steering  wheel  of  my  car  as  I neared  the  diner.  I chose  this  place  to  ease  her 
nerves  a bit,  we  frequented  this  place.  Usually  in  the  late  hours  of  the  night,  or  early  hours  of  the 
morning,  depending  on  whenever  we  finished  our  business.  I enjoyed  the  place,  they  made  a good 
burger,  but  we  hadn’t  been  there  in  about  a month  and  a half. 

As  I walked  through  the  door,  an  old  bell  jingling  above  my  head,  the  familiar  smell  of 
stale  coffee  and  frying  grease  invaded  my  nose.  I tried  to  exhale  my  anxiety  out  of  me,  but  the  reek 
only  made  me  feel  more  nauseous. 

My  eyes  scanned  the  long  diner  until  I saw  her  sitting  very  upright  in  the  corner  booth. 

She  was  a lanky  girl,  tall  and  thin,  with  a decent  amount  of  lean  muscle  leftover  from  her  basketball 
days  in  high  school,  or  so  I assumed.  She  had  stick  straight,  lackluster  red  hair  that  fell  far  beyond 
her  shoulders  and  pale  skin  from  winter,  no  longer  tan  from  that  summer  when  we  started  dating. 
But  her  brown  eyes  stared  out  the  window,  refusing  to  acknowledge  me.  Hm,  I thought,  this  might 
be  easier  than  I was  expecting. 

But  as  I sucked  in  and  released  another  breath,  the  tension  in  my  shoulders  only  in- 
creased. I came  over  and  sat  in  the  booth  across  from  her,  not  saying  anything,  just  giving  a forced 
smile,  but  still  she  ignored  me.  A skinny  waitress  came  over  and  offered  me  coffee,  which  I accepted 
with  a nod. 

“So,  uh,  how’s  it  goih?”  I finally  asked. 

“How  do  you  think  it’s  going,  Ben?”  she  spat  at  me,  her  eyes  remaining  on  whatever  was  so 
gosh  darn  interesting  outside. 

I winced  as  I took  a sip  of  the  coffee,  the  boiling  hot  liquid  burning  my  mouth.  I cussed  to 
myself  as  I brought  my  fist  up  to  my  mouth,  trying  to  prevent  the  tears  that  wanted  to  fall  from  my 
eyes. 

“Good,”  she  commented,  not  a bit  of  sarcasm  reaching  her  tone. 

I set  the  mug  back  on  the  table  and  chuckled.  “Jeez,  you’re  really  pissed.” 

She  looked  at  me  with  a blind  rage.  “How  many  times  did  I call  you?” 

“Psh,  I dunno.”  Twelve.  She  called  twelve  times.  And  it  was  more  annoying  than  ever.  I had 
only  called  back  because  in  the  last  message,  her  tone  had  changed.  It  was  no  longer  angry,  desper- 
ate, or  pleading.  She  sounded  like  she  was  done,  the  perfect  time  to  pull  the  plug. 

“Oh  my  God. . .”  she  laughed,  obviously  disgusted  with  me. 

“Listen,  Em,  I’m  sorry  alright?”  Maybe  I was,  maybe  I wasn’t,  but  the  facts  were  all  the 
same.  About  a month  ago  she  had  gotten  really  clingy,  and  that’s  not  my  deal.  I tried  to  show  the 
signs,  no  PDA,  saying  “love  you”  instead  of  making  the  effort  of  saying  “I  love  you.”  But  it  only  made 
her  cling  harder,  so  I stopped  responding  about  a week  ago.  “It’s  just,  gahh,  I dunno.  I just  haven’t  felt 
as  connected  to  you  lately.  I think  it’s  time  we  move  on.”  I was  waiting  for  the  sick  feeling  to  lift,  but 
it  only  got  heavier. 
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She  brought  her  balled  hand  up  to  cover  her  mouth,  her  elbow  resting  on  the  table  as  her 
gaze  returned  to  the  window. 

After  a few  awkward  seconds,  I spoke  again.  “Em?  What  do  you  think?” 

She  sighed  audibly.  “I  guess  you’re  right,”  she  said  almost  too  nonchalantly. 

Confusion  clouded  me  as  I tried  to  read  her  face.  I could  tell  there  was  a lot  more  she 
wanted  to  say.  Dare  I ask? 

“That’s  all?”  I pressed.  I noticed  then  that  her  face  seemed  very  fatigued,  as  if  she  hadn’t 
slept  right  in  weeks.  Her  eyes  were  sunken  and  her  cheekbones  sharper  as  if  she  were  sick  or  some- 
thing. 

“No,  of  course  that’s  not  all,”  she  scoffed.  “I  called  you  a thousand  times,  left  a thousand 
messages,  and  you  ignored  me  that  whole  time.  You  know,  maybe  there  was  something  wrong.” 

I tried  to  think  of  how  to  respond,  but  failed  to  come  up  with  an  answer.  But  as  I looked 
up  at  her  face,  I could  see  that  a tear  fell  from  her  eye.  Normally,  this  was  a normal  happening  while 
I broke  up  with  a girl,  but  Emily’s  face  was  pinched  in  such  a painful  expression,  it  was  hard  to  ig- 
nore. The  cold  feeling  spiked  in  my  chest  as  my  heart  rate  began  to  speed  up.  Her  face  began  to  nag 
me;  I was  not  annoyed  or  angry,  I was  terrified. 

“Em?”  I asked.  “Em,  was  there  something  wrong?” 

The  pained  look  on  her  face  only  increased  as  she  pressed  her  fingers  to  her  mouth,  trying 

not  to  cry. 

“Em!”  I tried  to  keep  my  tone  hushed,  trying  not  to  attract  attention  from  the  other  cus- 
tomers in  the  diner. 

After  a few  minutes,  she  calmed  herself  down  and  wiped  her  face  of  the  tears  that  stained 
her  cheeks.  I waited  patiently  for  her  to  be  ready  to  speak,  sipping  from  my  coffee  which  had  begun 
to  get  cold. 

Inhaling  and  exhaling  a quivering  breath,  she  nodded  as  if  signifying  that  she  was  ready  to 
talk,  finally  looking  me  in  the  eye.  “I  took  a pregnancy  test.” 

I nearly  choked  on  the  coffee,  slamming  it  down  on  the  table.  My  head  felt  like  it  was  spin- 
ning. Out  of  all  the  girls  I dated,  this  had  never  happened.  But  we  were  safe,  right?  We  never  went 
without!  Except  maybe  that  one  night,  after  the  Christmas  party. . . 

I brought  my  hands  up  to  my  head  pressing  into  my  temples,  praying  to  God  that  my 
brain  wouldn’t  shoot  out  of  my  ears. 

She  then  smiled  faintly,  her  sad  eyes  falling  on  her  own  cup  of  coffee.  “But  it’s  okay,  I 
guess,”  she  said  slowly.  “I  already  took  care  of  it.” 

I looked  up  at  her  in  horror.  “What?” 

“Now  we  can  breakup,  and  you  don’t  have  to  look  back.” 

“What  do  you  mean,  you  took  care  of  it?”  I said  through  my  teeth.  I already  knew  the 
answer,  and  I didn’t  want  to  hear  it.  Please  don’t  say  it,  I thought,  please  don’t  let  it  be  that. 

“I  got  an  abortion.”  The  words  I had  dreaded.  Her  face  was  oddly  apathetic  as  she  said  it, 
like  she  was  stating  a fact. 

But  me,  I felt  like  someone  had  stabbed  me,  collapsing  my  lungs,  sucking  out  all  my  blood. 
My  hands  were  visibly  shaking  as  I raked  them  violently  through  my  hair.  This  time,  I couldn’t  stop 
the  tears  and  they  fell  from  my  eyes  unwillingly.  I was  hyperventilating,  and  I didn’t  know  what  to 
say.  And  suddenly,  the  words  came  to  my  head  that  I thought  I feared  for  my  whole  life.  I could’ve 
been  a daddy. 

“Oh  my  God. . .”  I cried. 


52  Fall  2015 


Emily  resumed  the  erect  posture  she  had  when  I first  walked  in.  She  had  this  uncomfort- 
able look  on  her  face  as  she  watched  me.  “Stop  it,  Ben.  Most  guys  would  be  jumping  for  joy.” 

I looked  at  her  and  saw  a new  monster.  Was  this  the  girl  I had  spent  almost  six  months  of 
my  life  on?  My  heart  was  breaking,  because  of  her,  but  mostly  for  that  baby.  My  baby. 

“Why  didn’t  you  tell  me?”  I accused. 

With  a look  of  stubborn  triumph  on  her  face,  she  simply  stated,  “You  didn’t  answer  your 

phone.” 

I felt  like  throwing  up  right  then,  self-loathing  drowning  me.  “I’m  such  an  idiot. . .”  I 
breathed,  the  sobs  shaking  my  shoulders  again. 

“Ben,  get  yourself  together.  You’re  making  a scene.  It’s  not  like  I was  ready  to  be  a mother 
anyways,”  she  said.  The  word  “mother”  sounded  foreign  and  cold  coming  out  of  her  mouth. 

We  sat  for  a long  time,  the  hate  I felt  for  myself  growing  stronger  by  the  second.  I kept 
going  back  and  forth,  unable  to  decide  who  was  the  most  to  blame,  but  I knew  it  was  me.  It  was  my 
fault.  I wished  with  every  ounce  of  me  to  go  back  in  time  and  fix  things,  to  answer  the  phone.  We 
could’ve  been  a family.  I would’ve  loved  her;  I would  have  loved  that  baby. 

The  coffee  was  ice  cold  by  the  time  she  stood  up  and  said,  “So  that’s  that.”  I was  in  a trance 
as  she  shrugged  on  her  plaid  coat  and  scarf  and  strutted  out  the  jingling  door,  leaving  me  by  myself 
in  the  isolated  booth. 
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Angel  on  Ice  for  a Skating  Pair 


Ice  of  pearls  valleys  of  snow 
Floating  free  on 

magic  of  violins.  They  rise  to  the  moon 
as  Piano  dances  without  forgetting. 

Her  turns  open  like  moonflowers.  Notes  flow 
through  her,  live  through  her 
while  white  doves  slip  to  the  skies. 

Struck  by  tympani,  she  whirls-lost  in  love. 

Her  leaps  are  lightning 
melted  to  silver  rivers. 

Ice  of  diamonds  daydreams  of  snow 
Violins  fly  on  searching  ivory  wings. 

They  lift  her  above  gravity  and  time 
anything  made  of  earth. 
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SHMSH  PATEL 


Night  Sky 


Do  you  ever  lay  awake  at  night 
Thirsting  for  a wondrous  sight 
All  you  have  to  do  is  look  at  the  moon 
Get  lost  in  its  marvelous  swoon 
Then  look  at  the  stars, 
you  might  even  get  a glimpse  of  Mars 
From  your  bed  you  can  get  lost  in  space 
It’s  no  wonder  this  place  caused  a race 
Take  in  the  night  sky’s  vast  and  mysterious  might 
Now  that  is  a wondrous  sight 
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The  Bars 

Those  arms  remain  firmly  posted  on  the  spot 
Always  prepared  to  take  you  inside  their  embrace 
Determined  to  shield  you  from  some  unknown  danger 
While  you  remain  imprisoned  in  a small  barren  space 
Mistaking  cold  steel  for  hard  love 
And  seeing  no  need  for  an  escape 
Since  the  guard  is  always  by  your  side 
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Hypnotic 

There’s  a scene 
in  my  dreams 
that  plays  by  night. 

Sometimes  in  color. 

Sometimes  in  black  and  white. 

I walk  closer  and  see 
the  girl  lying  there 
is  a replica  of  me. 

There  she  lays  soft  and  still, 
reminding  me  how  much  pain 
can  be  relieved 
by  a bottle  of  pills. 

I woke  with  the  sun’s 

gentle  kiss, 

pulling  me  away 

from  eternal  bliss 

while  birds  whispered  sweetly 

of  the  people  I would  miss. 

There’s  a scene 
in  my  dreams 
that  plays  by  night. 

Sometimes  in  color. 

Sometimes  in  black  and  white. 
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Colophon 


Twice  a year  for  publication  in  the  December  and  May  issues,  all 
students,  faculty,  staff,  and  the  College  of  DuPage  District  502 
community  are  invited  to  submit  up  to  four  creative  works  per  en- 
trant of  original  fiction,  nonfiction,  essays,  poetry,  graphic  essays, 
black  and  white/ color  photography,  and  2D/3D  artwork  of  any 
medium.  A class  of  student  editors  who  are  enrolled  in  English 
2210  reads  blind  entries  before  making  final  selections  through  a 
numerical  voting  system.  The  class  is  guided  by  a faculty  advisor, 
who  additionally  leads  the  hiring  process  for  the  officer  positions 
of  Editor-In-Chief,  Production  Editor,  and  Marketing  Editor.  Einal 
edits  are  approved  by  the  editorial  staff  before  the  finished  prod- 
uct is  sent  to  the  printers  near  the  end  of  the  semester. 
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